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    To my beloved grandchildren — Juan, Janicke, Noah, Amelia, Zak, Regan, Naomi, and Liam.
You are the brave hearts behind every journey, the curious minds behind every mystery, and the bright sparks that light up every adventure I write.
May you always explore boldly, love deeply, and discover the magic hidden in every corner of the world.
This story sails for you.

      

    

Meet the Travellers
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Figo

A small, scruffy grey rat with twitchy whiskers and a clever mind — keeper of the old map and the mysterious bell.

Ari

An elegant long-haired cat with golden eyes and a favourite ribbon — graceful and wise, yet braver than anyone when it matters most.

Ruz

A shaggy, wire-haired dog with a marvellous long moustache — loyal and funny, always first to leap into adventure.
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Chapter 1
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A New Journey Begins
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The Wanderlust rested in the harbour like an old wooden giant, her sides smelling of sun-baked salt and tar. Her ropes hung in thick coils along the deck, rough as a horse’s mane, and the sails—folded for now—fluttered gently in the morning breeze like sleepy white wings.

Figo was the first to wake.

He poked his tiny grey nose out of his hammock in the captain’s quarters, sniffing the air. Salt. Rope. Fresh bread from the galley. And something else...

“New people,” he whispered, whiskers trembling with excitement.

Ari stretched on her favourite windowsill, her golden eyes glowing in the early light. “Of course there are new people,” she purred. “A new journey always brings new chaos.”

Ruz thumped his tail against the wooden floor, still half asleep. “New people means new friends... and new snacks,” he mumbled hopefully.

The three of them climbed out of the captain’s quarters and onto the deck, where the sailors were already bustling about.

Meeting the Sailors

The deck was alive with sound:

boots thudding

ropes slapping

barrels rolling

gulls screeching overhead

The friendly sailors greeted them first.

“Morning, Figo!” called Old Ben, the helmsman with a beard like tangled rope. “Good day, Lady Ari,” said the navigator, bowing dramatically. “Ruz, you big lump!” laughed the deckhand, scratching behind his ears.

But not all the sailors were friendly.

A tall, thin man with eyes like cold marbles stared at them without blinking. A short, round sailor muttered to himself as he polished a lantern that was already shining. And a new boy—barely older than a teenager—kept dropping everything he touched.

Figo made notes in his mind. Ari flicked her tail. Ruz wagged at everyone anyway.

The New Cook

Then the galley door swung open, and out stepped the new cook.

He was a large man with a round belly, a red face, and arms strong enough to lift a barrel. He smelled of onions, pepper, and warm bread.

Behind him peeked his assistant—a tiny, nervous boy with big brown eyes and trembling hands.

Ruz trotted over and sniffed him gently. The boy squeaked and hid behind the cook’s apron.

“He’s shy,” the cook said kindly. “First time at sea.”

Ari’s voice softened. “Poor thing. The ocean can be loud for a small heart.”

Figo climbed onto a barrel and squeaked proudly, “We’ll look after him!”

The boy managed a tiny smile.

Checking Their Quarters

Before the ship left the harbour, the trio hurried back to the captain’s quarters to make sure everything was still perfect.

Figo checked his map drawer—neatly rolled scrolls, ink pots, and his favourite compass. Ari tested her windowsill—warm, sunny, perfect for naps. Ruz flopped onto his blanket—soft, familiar, smelling of home.

Everything was just as it should be.

The Wanderlust creaked beneath them, as if stretching her wooden bones.

Ari looked out the window at the open sea waiting beyond the harbour walls. “Another journey,” she whispered.

Figo’s whiskers quivered. “New places.”

Ruz’s tail thumped. “New friends!”

The captain’s voice boomed across the deck:

“ALL HANDS-ON BOARD! WE SAIL WITH THE TIDE!”

The Wanderlust shuddered with excitement.

And so did Figo, Ari, and Ruz.

Their new adventure had begun.
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Chapter 2
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Into the Storm
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The Wanderlust left the harbour with a proud groan, her sails catching the wind like great white wings. The sea glittered beneath her, calm and welcoming, and the crew moved about the deck with the easy rhythm of men who trusted the ocean.

But by late afternoon, the sky began to change.

It started with a strange stillness — the kind that makes even the bravest sailor pause. The wind dropped. The waves flattened. The air grew heavy, thick, almost sticky.

Figo’s whiskers stiffened.

Ari’s tail froze mid-flick.

Ruz lifted his head and whimpered softly.

“Storm,” Figo whispered.

The Sky Turns Dark

Dark blue clouds rolled in from the horizon, stacking on top of each other like giant mountains made of ink. The light dimmed. The temperature dropped. The sea changed from turquoise to steel.

The sailors moved quickly now:

tying down barrels

tightening ropes

securing the sails

shouting warnings over the rising wind

The Wanderlust creaked, her wooden bones bracing for what was coming.

Ari’s fur stood on end. Ruz pressed close to her side. Figo darted between coils of rope, checking knots with trembling paws.

The First Wave

It hit like a wall.

A massive wave slammed into the side of the ship, sending cold spray flying high into the air. The deck tilted sharply — so sharply that Ruz slid across the planks and crashed into a barrel.

“RUZ!” Ari yowled, scrambling after him.

“I’m okay!” he barked, though his legs shook.

Thunder cracked overhead — a deep, booming roar that made the ship tremble. Lightning tore across the sky in jagged white lines, lighting up the terrified faces of the crew.

The Cook’s Aid Breaks Down

Down by the galley door, the cook’s young assistant sat curled in a tight ball, arms wrapped around his knees, shaking so hard his teeth chattered.

His eyes were wide, wet, and full of pure fear.

“I want to go home,” he sobbed. “I want to go home...”

Ruz crawled toward him, belly low, ears flat. He pressed his warm body against the boy’s side, offering comfort the way only a dog can.

Ari curled her tail around the boy’s arm, her golden eyes soft. “You’re safe,” she murmured. “We’re here.”

Figo climbed onto the boy’s knee, tiny paws gripping his trousers. “We’ve been through storms before. We’ll get through this one too.”

Another wave crashed over the deck, drenching them all. The boy cried harder, but he didn’t feel alone anymore.

Chaos on Deck

The storm grew wild.

The wind howled like a living creature. The sails snapped violently. The ropes whipped through the air like angry snakes. The deck pitched and rolled, sending sailors stumbling.

The Wanderlust groaned, her mast bending under the force of the wind.

“Hold fast!” the captain roared. “Secure the lines!” “Brace yourselves!”

Figo scampered up a rope to tie down a loose knot, his tiny body swinging wildly. Ari
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